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Prologue. 


Ew trom a fſlughtred Monarchs Herſe 1 | 


come, 
A mourner to a Murthr'd Propher's 

Tombc : | 
don, Great Charles his Ghoſt, my Muſe had ſtood 
{<1 three years longer, till {had wept a flood; 

Toy mcan a Sacrifice for Royoll Blood. 
Bu Gio mnt co, Heaven doe by Thunder call 
For hor aitcnidance at Love's Funerall. 

Forgive Great Sir, this Sacriledge jn me, 

Tic wnth Tar he mult have, it is his Fee | 

"Tis duc to him, and yet "tis ſtoPn from Thee. 


P.-t 
A 


ARGU MENT, 


And with his Scorching face did tyrannize, 
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"Twas when the raging Dog did rule the Skics, | 
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Sure ſome She {eary longed, and in haſt 

Muſt try how Presbyterian Blood did taft. 
*Fis fit ſhe have the beſt, and therefore thine, 

Thine muſtbe broach*d,blcſt Saint, its drink Divine. 
No ſconer was the dreadfull Sentence read, 

The Priſoner ſtraight bow*d his condemned Head: 


And by that humble pofture told them all, 


| 


It was an Head that did not fear afall. 


SET HH 


| Andnow I wiſhthe fatall roke wiere given 
I'm ſure our Martyr longs to be in Heaven, 
And Heaven to have him there ; one moments blow 
Makes him tryumphant ; bat here comes his woe, 
His enemics will grant a months ſuſpence 


\When cruel Cromwell, whelp of that mad Star, 
But ſure more firery than his Syre by far ; 
Had drycd the Northern Fite, and with his heat 
Pat frozen Scotland in a Bloody ſweat : 
When he had Conquered, and his furious Traine 
Had chas'd the North-Bcar,and purſu'd Charle's waine 
Into the Englih Orb; then *cwas thy Fate 
(Sweet Love) to be a preſent for our State, 
A greater Sacritice there could not come, 
: Then a Divine to bleed his welcom- home . 
For He, and Herod, think no diſh ſo good, 
As a Fobit Baptiſts Head {erv'd up in blood. 


ET k 


| 
| 


The Philiſtins are ſet in their High Court, 
And Love, like Sampſons, tetch'd to make them ſport : | 
LInto the Stake the ſmiling Priſoner's brought, 
Not to be Try'd, but baited, moſt men thought ; | 
Monſters, like men, muſt worry him: and thus 
Heights with Beaſts, like Paulat Epheſus. 
Adams, Far and Huntington, with all the pack | 
Ot toyſting Hounds were ſet upon his back. 
Prideaux and Keeble ſtands and-<ries A'loe; 
It was a fall Cry, and it wonld not doe. 
Oh how he foyPd them, Standers-by did (wear, 
That he the Judge, and they the Traytors were : 
For there he prov'd, although he ſeenr'd a Limbe, 
Stout, lixea Lyon, from whoſe Den he came ! 


4c T 11./ 
Od 


| 


Ir is Decrecd ; nor thall thy Worth, dear Love, | 
Relift their Vows, nor their revenge remove. 

Though prayers were jovn'd to prayers,& tears to tears, 
No ſoitnefſe in their Rocky hearts appears | 

Nor Hcaven ncr Earth abatethcir tary can, | 


But they will have thy Head, thy Head, good Man. 


If*t be but for the nonce to keep him thence : 
And that he may tread in his Saviours wayes, 
He ſhall be tempted too, his forty dayes : 
And with ſuch baits too, caſt thy ſelf but down, 
Fall, and but worſhip, and your lifes your own. 
Thus cry'd his Enemies, and *rwas their pride 
To wound his Body, and his Soul beſide. 
One plot they haye more, when their other tail, 
It Devils cannot, diſciples may prevail. 
Lets tempt him by his friends, make Peter cry 
Good Maſter ſpare thy ſelf, and do not die. 
One friend intreats, a ſecond weeps, a third 
Cries your Petition wants the other word: 


{ Tle write it for you, faith a fourth ; your life, 


Your life Sir, cries a fift; pity your wife, 
And the Babe in her : Thus this Diamond's cut, 
By Diam nds onely. and to terrour put. 
Me thinks I hear him ftill, you wounding heart ; 
Good fi iends forbear, for every word's a dart : 
"Tis cruel! pity, this I do profeſſ*, 
Youw'ld love m mure, ifyu did love me lefle : 
Friends, Children, Wiſe, Lite, all are dear I know, 
But all's too dar, if I hould buy them ſo. 
Thus likea Rock that ronts the waves he ſtands, 
And ſnaps a ſunder, Sampſon-like theſe bands, 


ACT 1V. 


The day is come, thc Priſoner longs to go, 
And chides the lingring, Sun for tarrying ſo. 
Which bluſhing ſeemes to anſwer from theskie, 
Thiat it was loath to ſee a Martyr die. 
Me thinks I heard b:cheadcd Saints avove 
Call ro each othe:, Sirs, make room for Love. 
Who, when he came to tre:d the fatall Stage, 
Which prov'd his glory, and his Enemies rage. 


— 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| 
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| 
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| SpeRators In his looks ſuch life did ſee, 


| Ris keener words did their ſharp Axe exceed, 


His bloud ne're run to his Heart, Chriſts Blood was there 
Reviving it, bis own wasall to ſpare : | 
Which rifing in his Cheeks, did ſeem to ſay, 
Is this the bloud you thirſt for ? Tak't I pray. 


That they appear*d morelike to die than he. 
But oh his ſpeech, me thinks ] hear it ſtill ; 
It raviſh'd Friends, and did his enemies kill : 


That m:de his head, but he their hearts to bleed? 
Which he concludes with gracious prayer, and ſo ' 

The Lamb lay down, and took the butchers blow : 
His Soul makes Heaven ſhine brighter by a Star, 

And now we're ſare there's one Saint Chriſtopher. 


ACT. Ve 


Love lyes a bleeding, and the world ſhall ſee 
Heaven Aa part in this black Tragedie. 
The Sun no ſooner ſpide the Head o'ch* floore, 
But he puli'd in his own, and look*d no more: 
The Clouds which ſcattered, and in colours were, 
Met all together, and in black appear : 
Lightnings, which filPd the air with Blazing light, 
Did ſerve for Torches all that diſmall night : 
In which, and all next day for many howers, 
Heaven groan'd in Thunder,and did weep in ſhowers. 
Nordoe 1] wonder that God Thundred ſo 
When his Bonarges murthered lay below : ' 
Witnefſes trembled, Prideaux, Bradſhaw, Keeble, 
And all the guilty Court look'd pale and feeble. 
Timerouns Fenkns, and cold-hea nes Drake 
Hold out, you need no baſePetitions make : 
Your enemies thus Thunder-ſtruck no doubt, 
Will be beholding to youto goe out. 
But if you will Recant, now thundring Heaven 
Such approbation to Loves Cauſe hath given. 
Ile adde but this ; Your Conſciences, perhaps, 
Ere long, ſhall feele far greater Thunder-claps. 


Epilogue. 


But ſtay, my Muſe growes fearful too , and muſt 
Beg that theſe Lines be buried with thy duſt : 

Shelter, bleſſed Love, this Verſe within thy ſhroud, 
For none but Heaven dares takes thy part aloud. 

The 4uthor begs this, leaſt if he be known, 
Whilſt he bewailes thy Head, he loofe his own. 
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